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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
Nothing is true. 


| sat in the lawyer's office with my mother, who was pissed off but trying to hide it. 

"William, this isn't good, all of these charges, all of these arrests within the past few months-" 

"They were arresting me for nothing! | was innocent on a lot of those charges, the cops in this town, man, 
they have it out for me," | said, feeling the red color spread to my cheeks. | was so angry, with these stupid 
small town cops, with this stupid Town, with my mother, with everything. 


"That might be true, but you were found guilty of enough of them, you spent three months in prison-" 


"Yeah, | did my time for that..so why are they still hassling me?" | said, and my mother was looking at me 


from the corner of her eyes, her lips a thin angry line. 


"They are still hassling you because you have been arrested so many times in the past few months that they 
can charge you with being a habitual criminal, and they are going to," my lawyer said. He was in his 40's, 
probably, his short hair gray at the temples, his suit fairly expensive and unwrinkled. | thought it might be 


cool to be a lawyer. 


"What's that?" my mother said, her voice terse, her eyes set. She didn't want to deal with this shit, | knew 
that. My mother wanted a straight A student and a track star and a perfect kid for her son. She didn't want 


me. She never had. 


"It means that he is constantly in trouble with the law and they can sentence him to 20 years in prison," he 
said, and her pale face got even paler, and | swallowed hard, feeling the lump in my throat. 20 years? 20 years 
in prison? I'd be 40 when | got out. | felt kind of sick, kind of dizzy. Things went a little hazy at the edges. 


"So what can we do?" my mother said, her eyes on the lawyer's throat. 


"Nothing here. He can move out of this jurisdiction and not come back, then he can't be arrested and charged," 


he said, and the thought of moving away and never coming back was just fine with me. 


"They wouldn't look for him, arrest him somewhere else? Or if they pulled him over to give him a ticket or a 
headlight was out in his car, could they arrest him then?" she said, and | was kind of proud of my mother for 


thinking of these things. 


"They could, but the charge isn't serious enough to become a federal matter. The point of the habitual 
criminal charge is to prevent the same individual from continually getting arrested in the same jurisdiction. If 
he's somewhere else they really don't have to worry about him, the problem is solved," he said, and | slumped 
down in my chair and crossed my legs at the ankles. I'd leave. No problem. I'd find Izzy in LA. 


"Okay, thank you," my mother said in a little dazed voice of her own. Maybe she'd miss me once | took off for 
good, but | kind of doubted it. She stood up and shrugged into her old, worn out coat and slung her purse over 
her shoulder. | stood up, too, and put on the jean jacket that was hanging over the back of the chair. 


| followed her out of the office and into the bright late afternoon sunshine, and it got in my eyes and | 
squinted against the glare from the cars and the car windshields, and | didn't even see the cops sneaking up on 
us as we headed for our old station wagon. 


"William Bailey, we have a warrant for your arrest," one of the cops said, shouted, and he grabbed my arm 


and swung me around so | was leaning up against his stupid squad car. My mother looked on with wide eyes. 
| was pushed down against the hood of the car and he grabbed my other arm and handcuffed my wrists 
together, and the other stupid cop read the Miranda rights that | had heard a million times before, on T.V. and 


in real life, and the words didn't mean anything anymore. 


| didn't know where my mother had gone, maybe back into the lawyer's office. | was shoved into the cop car, 


and one of them put his hand over my head so | wouldn't slam it into the top of the car, and my long red hair 
fell in front of my eyes. 


"Be careful, sweetheart," he said, that bastard sarcastic cop. 


| rested my head against the glass in the backseat of the cop car, and my arms were beginning to ache 
because of the handcuffs. | moved them a little, as much as | could with them being cinched together like that. 
| was trying to not be nervous, and | hadn't been that nervous being arrested in a long time. | was used to it. 
But | wasn't used to having 20 years in prison hanging over my head, and the thought of that made me feel 
sick 


The cop car pulled into the police station, and | knew there was a jail in the basement because | had been there 
a dozen times, only once was | moved from a courtroom to the prison. The jail was no big deal. It had been no 
big deal when | knew it would be only a matter of hours or days that | was locked up. Now it felt like a prison 


I'd never escape from. 


